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Who for a self-conceit will that forbear
Whereby that being aye must be conserved.
And God forbid women such cattle were
As you paint them; but well in you I find
No man doth speak aright who speaks in fears
Who only sees the ill is worse than blind.
These fifty winters married have 1 been,
And yet find no such fault in womankind.
I have a wife worthy to be a queen,
So well she can command and yet obey,
In ruling of a house so well she *s seen:
And yet, in all this time betwixt us tway
We bear our double yoke with such consent
That never passM foul word, I dare well say.
But these are your love-toys which still are spent
In lawless games and love not as you should,
But with much study learn late to repent.
How well last day before our Prince you could
Blind Cupid's works with wonder testify,
Yet now the root of him abase you would I
Go to, go to, and Cupid now apply
To that where thou thy Cupid mayst avow,
And thou shalt find in women virtues lie:
Sweet supple minds which soon to wisdom bow
Where they by wisdom's rule directed are,
And are not forced fond thraldom to allow.
As we to get are framed, so they to spare j
We made for pain, our pains they made to cherish;
We care abroad, and they of home have care.
O Histor, seek within thyself to flourish;
Thy house by thee must live, or else be gone,
And then who shall the name of Histor nourish?
Hiches of children pass a prince's throne,
Which touch the father's heart with secret joy,
When without shame he saith: 'These be mine own.*
Marry, therefore; for marriage will destroy
Those passions which to youthful head do climb-
Mothers and nurses of all vain annoy.

HISTOR

Perchance I will, but now merhinks it time

To go unto the bride, and use this day

To speak with her while freely speak we may.